THE    CROSS    OF    PEACE	H^l
They were words which cut into his heart like a kmfes
and left an open wound
It was their first real quarrel
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There were months when no allusion was made by either
of them to this subject of dispute , when there seemed no
cloud about their happiness with a small boy , when indeed
their love dominated their home life
But the cloud was always there as a little menace, a little
darkness, in the back of the mind It was unfortunate that
there should be any subject which they had to avoid in con-
versation, and any work which Armand had to conceal as,
far as possible He felt guilty when he pushed papers under
his blotting pad if he happened to be working on them when
Yvonne came into his study He knew that nearly always-
she had observed this attempt at secrecy, and that when he
whistled a tune—nearly always the tune of the Chasseurs.
Alpins which was Aupres de ma blonde '—she knew that he
was hiding his peace propaganda He felt guilty again when
he had been talking to her brother Alphonse in his third year
at Aix en Provence, and suddenly became silent, or switched
rapidly to a different topic, if she opened the study door and
asked if she might intrude upon their tete d tete
' I am sorry to interrupt two intellectuals, but I happen to
be a little bored with myself Can you bear my company ' '
He was aware of the irony in her voice He knew that
she knew what had been the subject of their conversation, and
by a damnable coincidence it always happened that although,
they talked about everything under heaven—art, books,
the professors at Aix, the effect of climate on character, the-
lustory of Provence, or what not—it was always when they
were discussing the international situation and the chances
of disarmament and peace that Yvonne appeared, suspicious*
of their sudden silence,, a little annoyed
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